ELLEN    TERR T
and I am at Stony   Stratford   sitting under the apple blossoms in a garden full of lilacs and lavender, listening to  the tender voice of a "Belle Marie ;" and I am in the blue-bell  woods of Somersetshire, which seemed   " the   heavens   up-breaking through the earth/' when in the divine company of Geraldine. And so on, and so on, and so on. And   then   I   awaken  from   these reveries and dreams, and say to myself, " Do you appreciate the solemn fact  that  all  these idols  of your boyhood and your  youth,   in the lovely primrose and King-cup days, are old women now, verging upon sixty years?"